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ABG. She has had the impudence to tell me I am
not ill.

BEL. She is an impertinent minx.

ARG. You know, my heart,, what is the truth.

BEL. Yes, sweetheart, she is wrong-.

ABG. My love, this wretched girl will kill me.

BEL. There, there 1

ABG. She is the cause of all this upset.

BEL. Do not put yourself about so much.

ABG. And I have told you times without number to
get rid of her.

BEL. But, my pet, there are no servants, male or
female, without faults. We are often obliged to
put up with their bad qualities because of their
good points. This girl is quick, attentive, indus-
trious and, above all, faithful; and you know one
has to be very careful now-a-days whom we take into
the house. Here, Toinette !

Toi. Madam.

BEL. Why have you made my husband so angry ?

Toi. (demurely). I, Madam, alas! J do not know what
you mean, I try to please Monsieur in everything-.

ABG. Ah ! the liar i

Toi. He told me he intended to give his daughter in
marriage to the son of Monsieur Diafoirus; I
replied that I thought the match was a good one
for her; but that I believed it would be better to
put her in a convent.

BEL. There was no harm in that, I think she is right.

AUG. Ah ! my love; you believe her. She is a vixen;
she has insulted me scores of times.

BEL. Very well! I believe you, my dear. There,
calm yourself. Listen, Toinette, if you ever vex
my husband again I will turn you out of the house,
Come, give me his fur cloak and pillows that I may
make Mm comfortable in his chair. Everything
is topsy-turvy. Pull your cap well down over